T - . ...-.„. - 




4% 






J 




CA fAVORITt ETHÍOPWN SONG 1 

. ~~ ^ — 

THE GELEBRATED NEGRO SINGER & DANGER, 
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Allegretto. 
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I was hornin A . la _ bama, My mastek oamewas Meal, He uíedto own a yallow g*l, Her 
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namewai, Lucy Jřeale. Oh! poor Lucy Neale, Oh! poor Ifiicy Neate, 



If 



$* p}t\ ít j i ; , ijm^J' 



Š=S: 



I nádher in myarmSj,How happy I would feel, 





Miss Lucy she was handsome, 
From de head down to de heci, 
And all de niggas ťell in love , 
Wid my přetty Lucy Neale . 
Oh ! poor Lucy Neale jfiíc. 
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She uged to go out wid ua r 

To -piek cottoo iu de field , 
And dar is whar I fell iu love , 
Wíd my prelty Lucy Ke ale , 
Oh! poor Lucy Neale, fec . 
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I asked Miss Lucy would she háve me, 
How glad she made me feel , 
When she gave io mc her heart j 
My přetty Lucy Neale. 
Ohi poor Lucy Ne&le,&c. 
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My mami he did seli me i 

Because he thought I*d útes l, 
Which caused a geparatioa^ 
Of mys elf and Lucy Neale. 
Ohi poor Lucy Neale > 
Oh! poor Lucy Neale ? 
If 1 had her in my arms ? 
How happy I would feel. 



My boat it wa» a pine logy 
Widout tidcí rudder or keel ? 
And I ffoated dowii de ríher, 
A crying poor Lucy Neale. 
Oh! poor Lucy Neale , fiíc. 
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De niggas gave a ballj 

Miss Lucy danced a retlj 
And uone dar could compare , 
Wid my poor Lucy Neale. 
Oh!poor Lucy Neale, &c. 

Miss Lucy she was taken EÍck, 
She r Ji t too much cora meal j 
The Doctor he did gib her up> 
Alas ! poor Lucy Neale. 
OhJpoor Lucy Neale, Sic. 
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One day I got a letter, 

And jet black was the seal 

It was de announcement ob de death 

Of my poor Lucy Neale . 

And oh ! poor Lucy Neale , 

Auti oh! pooi Lucy Neale, 

If I had her in my arras , 

How glad 'twould make m* feel. 



